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A CHRISTMAS EDITORIAL 

Whatever may be .-aid about the Christmas holiday or the "yulctidc spirit," one 
fact must be admitted:' through a changing, shifting world, it alone remains relatively stable. 

Perhaps, in some measure, this is due to the principles which undcrly the celebra- 
tion of Christ's birthday; or' perhaps this holiday has created its own significant atmosphere, 
its own particular institution's— a characteristic body of attitudes which serves to perpetuate 
its observance. 

For there if perhaps, no greater paradox in contemporary life than the religion.* 
observance of the Christmas holiday and its associated concepts: Peace On Earth, Goodwill 
To Men. 

• * • 

Only the most irreconcilable cynic may deny the validity and the logic of these two 
principles: Peace and Goodwill; only the most bitter and anti-social consciously work 
against their preservation. 

To a large measure, the woes of our weary world are resolved about the interpreta- 
tion* of these two principles: the differences of Opinion as to what they constitute and how 
they may be achieved. 

And each individual, or group of individuals, in attempting to attain their own 
respective interprétation of Pence and Goodwill, can accomplish them, it appears only 
through initially violating them. 

Herein, then, lir~ our paradox: the large body of humanity has broken itself down 
into group?, each one of which has organized itself about a different, and all too often con- 
flicting interpretation of Peace and Goodwill. And in their zealous attempt to arrive at their 
objective, they fly along into the battlefield of Conflict, thus violating the fundamental 
principles for which they are fighting. 

• • • 

Nor is this conflict relegated to the physical, more material aspects. To the youth 
of our day, alternative interpretations of the commonly accepted humanitarian principles 
present nought but psychic disturbances, mental conflict. 

The disconcerting alternatives arc being handed down to contemporary generations 
who must face them and attempt to reconcile them in their own minds. 

The vocabulary which they inherit, by virtue of the spoken and the printed word, 
stresses capitalism, socialism, democracy, totalitarianism, fascism. They read and perhaps, 
experience tales of human tragedy, starvation in Europe, civil wars, deprivation, human 
misery, and all the other degenerate properties of a confused world. 

And inevitably they must, in desperation, ask themselves: "What arc we to think? 
What are we to believe? 

After this figurative desperation, however, once every year, they arc presented with 
a state diametrically opposed to that of the world: the Christmas holiday — with its plea for 
Peace and Goodwill; generosity and kindness; happiness and well-being. 

• • • 

Perhaps we may resolve this difficult situation by regarding the Conflict as something 
superficial in the human sense and considering the worth and goodness of the individual. 
Underlying all the disagreement, perhaps, we may find those elements of human nature which 
contribute some of the goodness of life — something which transcends the bounds of the 
interpretative differences with which we have dealt. 

; If this can supply some consolation to the worried mind, it would appear to be a 
path worth following not, only during the Christmas holiday, but in ordinary times as well. 

We realize full well the futility, of holding the wishful thought that such a "Christmas 
spirit'' can be perpetuated beyond the holiday; we know the world cannot and will not 
remain with the generous and kindly attitudes so characteristic of Christmas. 

But a sympathy with human nature and human beings, a respect for their ideas, and 
a sincere attempt to understand them in the fundamental sense— all these are worth ponder- 
ing. They might even be worth doing. — A.T. 



Con test Win ners 

The Managing Board and Features staff of the Daily 
was unable to decide which of the two stories below most 
deserved the $10. contest prize. Five dollars each will 
therefore be awarded John Cosgrovc for "Background for 
Christmas", and Rex Lucas for "Christmas Eve". 



Background for Christmas 

By John Cosgrove 

1 11 be home tor Christmas . . . I'm dreaming of a white Christ- 
mas . '. . I'm doing my Christmas dreaming a little early ... I'm 
singing a Christmas song ... a Holy Christmas, a blessed Christmas. . . 
But the train ride will be a bore: it will be jolting and revolting. 
H] be broke. There will be people dripping in minks dropping into 
the diner while I cat an orange and the juice flows over my clothing 
remaining sticky and gummy until I can remove it with carbon 
tetrachloride ... at home. There will be people smoking in the non- 
smoker, 'butts' littering the floor. There will be people letting their 
paper cups fall to the floor amongst the ncswpapers and back copies 
nf "Time" after they have drunk their 'cokes.' There will be crowds, 
luggage in aisles, shouting porters, barking vendors, bad service, 
hot coaches, rush-rush. There'll be îvSrrn yet frosty kisses from my 
family to greet mc. And then there'll be reunions, get-togethers, 
skating, skiing, parties, cocktails, dinners, dances, dates, do's. 

Oh, it will be fun. Heaps of fun. We'll exchange expensive 
gifts, having succumbed to the commercial push of Macy's and 
Bloomingdalc's in New York, of Simpson's and Eaton's in Montreal, 
of Filcne's and Jordan's in Boston. There'll be Christmas trees, hot- 
huttercd-rums, wreaths on doors, lights in windows, music, frolic, 
laughter. And we'll all be together ... the whole family. My sister's 
baby, my little nephew, (Uncle John!) will make it lots more 
fun. It's always more fun if there's a baby in the house. 

A baby makes it a bit more like the real Christmas, the first 
Christmas . . . and Joey, to us, will take on an air of the Christ 
Child. It will be a lovely background for Christmas. Everything 
should go well. We should all be very happy. And I'm sure we will be. 

But I can't help thinking and wondering back to during the 
war, and thinking about v my Christmas then, and the Christmas of 
many boys like myself (for most of us were only boys then, not yet 
men) and the background for my Christmas and their Christmas . . . 
Christmas against the chill grey hills of the Aleutians; Christmas 
under the swishing palm-trees of New Guinea; Christmas amid the 
wreck and rubble of an Italian sea port; Christmas on an airfield 
outside an old cobble-stoned cathedral town of England; Christmas 
in a fortress village of France; Christmas in another State where 
language and landscape seemed ljkc another country; Christmas on 
a prowling destroyer sniffing for subs over an ominous sea. under 
an ominous sky— and what a strange background any of these were 
for any man's, and boy's Christmas! 

And yet no stranger war this than the background of the very 
first Christmas. For what blazing-eyed prophet would ever have 
dared predict that the world's premier Christmas scene would be 
laid in a stable? Who would have dreamed that the world's future 
Feast of Hearth and Home would first be celebrated In an alien 
village and among strange, unfriendly faces? Who would have 
thought that red would even then have been a Christmas color, 
as Herod's Storm-Troopers slaughtered the Innocents and smeared 
Bethlehem with a background of blood? 

And so it seems that we who were far from home, often poorly 
housed with a red war over us— it seems perhaps we were closer 
to the original Christmas than any of us are today. Today we're 
home with a different background, and a nursery with the Miss 
Muffet on the linoleum, the sterile bottles, the clean dy-decs, the 
bathinettc is a far cry from the stable. Today Joey is secure, but 
Christ wasn't. But Christmas is never any place— not really. Christmas 
is never just the things around you. Its something inside you. The 
Love of Christ like a golden crib in your heart, a clean conscience 
shining like a silver star of Bethlehem, a tree heart and a good soul, 
an effort to have peace on earth and do good towards men. That's 
the real Christmas, any year, any place. . . 

The background for Christmas, then and now, really is the same. 
It's what one makes it. It's in myself that means this is so. myself 
that will make it so. When I get off the train to get that frosty warm 
kiss and the little fat woman in a great hurry with a sprig of holly 
pinned on her coal bumps into mc and says. "Ooops. Merry 
Christmas!" I'll say. "11 sure is ... and same to you lady." 



Christmas Eve 

By Rex Lucas 

O little town of Bethlehem, 

How still wo see thee lie; 
Fretful commuters, laden with gay Christmas parcels, scurried 
through the dripping darkness to the every lengthening line at the 
bus stop. As each person stepped into place, his individuality dis- 
appeared, to leave a shitting, sighing line of sodden coats, rubber 
galoshes, and dripping umbrellas — dark specters huddling in 
the unseasonable rain. The wet coats sprawled with stoic patience 
beneath a tree whose bare branches were etched in silver, wetness. 
From Christmas windows, a cold sheen fingered across the black 
wet road. At intervals a roaring, sloshing bus hurtled past in a 
blaze of light. Instantly the road was transformed into a glare. The 
tree turned jet. The black shifting line of raincoats was outlined with 
wet shimmers. Grotesque shadows danced behind the silent forms. 
Then gloom again closed in upon the watery scene. 

\ Above thy deep and dreamless sleep 

The silent stars go by: 
Everyone "heard the slithering of skidding wheels; everyone saw 
the crushed heap beneath the fender. The white beam of headlights 
picked out the bright ribboned packages near the distorted, shape. 
"Christ — and on Christmas eve," muttered a business man. A 
woman was sick. The policeman shrilled his whistle. Cars halted. 
At the bus stop the waiting line segmented. Parts of it darted into 
the roadway. Other parts turned in the other direction. Chalky 
faces watched the policeman kneel beside the form.- Farther down 
the street, Impatient drivers incessantly sounded their car horns. 



(Continued on Page 2.) 



Principal's Message 
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To each one of you, students and members of the staff, I send my 

warmest good wishes for a very Happy Christmas. 

i 

The words of that greeting arc traditional, bat the centuries have in- 
vested them with a meaning that encompasses much of what is best in the 
heritage of western civilization. The angelic message of the first Christmas, 
"Unto you o. child is born . . . Peace on earth to men of goodwill" ; .the 
melodic beauty of ancient carols in which men and women have immc- 
morially expressed their thoughts; the mediaeval Truce of God, when men 
abandoned thc(r quarrels; the quiet faith of the midnight mass; the joviality 
of Pickwick at Dinglcy Dell, and the sincerity of Bob Cratchit in his modest home— all 
of these things arc a part of Christmas. 

The tremendous significance of Christmas lies In its simplicity, In its emphasis 
upon the happiness that comes in sharing the good things of life, material and emotion' 
al, with others. I would like to express the hope that each of you, sharing the festival 
with your families and friends, may find the happiest of Chrlstmases, and that the spirit 
of Christmas may stay with yon through all the days of 1948. 
A Happy Christmas to You. 

F. CYRIL JAMES. 




-from. Karîoon (Corner 
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THE SEASON'S GREETINGS 

I am deeply grateful for the opportunity I have had during the 
past few months to measure some of my opinions and ideas with those 
of my contemporaries here at college. I have tried to return the 
favour to some extent by deliberately restricting my field. I don't 
think that anyone should be self-conscious about his ideas on any 
lubject, certainly not to the dangerous extreme of concealing them, 
for they emerge later deformed beyond recognition or hope of change. 
This being a season of good-will, I dedicate this column in all good 
will to my fellow students. 

I dedicate it particularly to those of my close friends whom I may 
have disappointed by my oblivion to their particular woes. These 
moments of complete communion between human beings are so rare 
(hat I feel that we must resign ourselves to seeing into one another 
by. as it were, flashes of lightning. 

This is a most humanitarian season, and, as it is is also a time 
for gifts. I have decided that the finest Christmas present I could 
possibly bcttow upon my fellow-man would be to present him with 
answers to as many as possible of the eternal riddles: those questions 
over whose answers men have in times gone by debated sagely, waged 
wars, committed suicide, suffered martyrdom, published great mounds 
of literature, entertained visions, and done a thousand other senseless 
things which they would have recognized as superfluous had they been 
provided with a set of clear and universally accepted answers. 

I shall adopt the method of propounding the questions and follow- 
ing up directly with the answers: 

Whence, wherefore, and how was the ultimate beginning of thlngi? 
The Universe was created by Omega Z. Cosmodeos at a time which 
is rather difficult to conceive of but which might be designated as 
the Year O. Mr. Cosmodeos, who had hitherto led an cthcrial existence 
in six or seven dimensions of which the human mind cannot conceive, 
created the Universe in order to prove that Time and Space, which 
he had just detected, really existed. He is believed let have been dis- 
appointed in his creation, as lie had always thought that in Time and 
Space he would discover God. 

When will the ultimate In human happiness be reached? When 
a man leaps from his skin and floats like Mahomet, suspended between 
Heaven and Earth. When the life within him swells and Mrs 4 him 
and bursts ils bounds and merges with the stars and is carried by 
the wind and transmits itself to all things living so lhat they too 
shall live and no part of them will be dead. Or (as some say) when 
the human frame dissolves and is slowly and gently drawn into the 
blanket of earth. When the earth falls to the sun. And the sun 
finds rest upon a distant star . , 

Struggling, but wedsed firmly in our niche in the celestial clock- 
work, we must count the triumphs of our lives as mere beginnings, 
and our greatest joys as the poor shadow of what might have been. 

Is it In the nature of men to live peaceably together? I am a 
Ccntle and most inoffensive being. All I ask of life is to be allowed 
to live in peace to spend my days at work in my garden. Since we 
ere commanded to love our neighbours, I shall love mine, inasmuch 
as I realize lhat he is essential to my welfare. Yes, should he meet 
with any illness or misfortune (Heaven forbid!) he would find In me 
a willing friend and a trusty advocate. And yet I perceive that my 
neighbour has been behaving very strangely of late. 

Only Ihe olhcr day as we chatted across the garden gate he con- 
gratulated mc on the condition of my trees whose fruit was then 
at its ripest. Ordinarily this would have delighted me as I have tended 
these trees carefully for many years, but I happen to know that recent- 
ly his garden has afforded him only a meagre livelihood. I ask myself, 
therefore, what he might have meant by his compliments. Could he 
have intended (though of course the thought is ridiculous) to divert 
suspicion from himself while planning all the while to plunder my 
preserves? While the idea in ilsclf seems preposterous it is obvious 
that some precautions arc necessary; for although the trees produce 
more fruit than I can consume, I cannot live like the insects and the 
curplus provides the means whereby I may obtain some of life's com- 
forts. Obviously I must protect myself. Though I am not physically 
ftrong. I can be fierce when aroused. 

Still, the ways of peace are best. It's all very well for those of 
itrong constitution to leap about the countryside defending their rights, 
but I find the effort distascful. Then supposing one night I should 
chance upon him prowling about in my garden: what would I do 
then? Should I strangle him with my bare hands? Or should I stab 
him with the knife which I always carry about with mc after dark? 
There arc great objections to both alternatives: in the first place the 
lensation of his flesh yielding beneath my fingers would be enough to 
turn my stomach, and in the second instance there is almost sure to 
be large quantities of blood, the very thought of which disgusts me 
Yet these arc small weaknesses in my character which might be very 
easily overcome. In time one could get quite used to it. 

I dreamt last night that I had killed my neighbour. I took him 
unawares as he was rifling my garden. At first my revulsion was just 
es I had anticipated; but only for a moment. Then I began to notice 
with growing fascination the changes in his complexion and expression; 
the successive images of fear and anguish that appeared in his eyes 
with the approach of death. I found it pleasant to watch, but after 
• while I awoke with a start. 

As I have said, mine is a most kindly nature, but by hli behaviour 
towards me my neighbour has placed himself beyond the pale. After 
nil, we must hold something sacred in this world. I shall wait In 
the darkness tonight, and perhaps after a while I shall hear him climb- 
ing over the fence . . , 

•> * <> 

We understand each other, don't we. I can think of a lot of other 
questions which would not be worth the trouble of asking even if 
there were answers to them. Such as. can we expect anything of the 
afterlife (the answer is: only if it makes you any hippicr) or how many 
molecules can dance on the head of a pin. The great enemy of our 
age is ignorance, but It is not technical Ignorance. It is the tort of 
ignorance that makes men fear and suspect one another. My thought 
for the New Year is that potentially Man's greatest work of art is 
himself. Hardly original, I know, but it can stand repeating. ' 

My best wishes to everyone, , 

AL PORTIGAL, 



The Way the 
World Ends... 

By Nancy Gardner 

The tall thin woman in the grey 
coat pushed her way into the 
crowded street-car. She was carry- 
ing a good many parcels and look- 
ed extremely tired. But apart from 
the drawn look of exhaustion her 
face was blank and closed. She 
managed to reach a strap by strug- 
gling past several people, and 
stood there rigid . . . and hating. 
Against her will she was forced to 
listen to the conversation of the 
two pretty girls sitting in front of 
her. Clothes, debuts, Christmas 
parties. It was incredible that she 
had ever been that young. 

And then looking back across the 
years she saw herself In a white 
dress made in the uninspired style 
of 1928. The room was decorated 
with white chrysanthemums and 
poinsettas for not only was it her 
coming-out party it was almost 
Christmas. She was Janet Ramsey, 
the prettiest deb of that Toronto 
season. It was fun, but it wasn't 
enough. She wanted glamour and 
intensity and a knowledge of life. 
And she wanted* to go to college. 
But her mother was against that. 
She felt that too much education 
was a bad thing for a young girl 
whose first duty, after all, was to 
catch a husband. And really Junior 
League 'work was far more suit- 
bft. , ■ 

Janet got even with her by not 
marrying until she was twenty- 
five. His name was Jim MacBridc 
and he was what was known as a 
"Catch" . . . fifteen years older 
than Janet, devoted to her and 
very, very rich. Maybe money 
could buy the glamor of far places 
and fascinating people. Maybe it 
could, but in this case it didn't. 
Janet realized that on their wed 
ding trip to New York which cost 
a great deal of money and yet was 
ultra-conventional. 

Their life when they returned to 
Toronto followed the same pattern 
Janet wanted desperately to go to 
Europe or the East anywhere suf 
ficlcntly far-away seemed romantic 
—but Jim was always too busy 
making more money, and the farth 
est they ever got was Banff or 
Miami. Then loo, the situation in 
Europe was becoming increasingly 
critical. With the advent of the 
war, Janet resigned herself to the 
inevitable— the most gigantic strug- 
gle of all time meant, to her, mere- 
ly a round of committees, knitting, 
and canteen work. 

She was thirty when she met 
Paul. It was at a Christmas party 
given by some business friends of 
Jim's, and she was extremely b( red. 
Paul told her afterwards that it was 
that look of almost frantic boredom 
which had first appealed to him. 
He was a Polish refugee— very 
young, about twenty-four, tall, slen- 
der and dark. His thin face had a 
translucent pallor which betrayed 
great delicacy. He was an artist and 
his last name was Maretskl. As she 
looked at him, Janet became aware 
of crazy images in her mind- 
thoughts of knights in armour, hap- 
piness, and high adventure. 

He took her to midnight Mass 
that Christmas Eve— it was the first 
time she had ever been— and after- 
wards he told her that he loved her. 
That Christmas was for Janet even 
more magical than any she had 
known in her childhood. 

There was an unreal quality 
about her happiness which even 
the unpleasantness of getting her 
divorce from Jim could not pene- 
trate. And* at her wedding, her 
very quiet wedding to Paul, 
thoughts hammered in her brain 
'This won't last. When his genius 
is recognized he'll leave me for 
another, a younger woman.' She 
expected to suffer, but compared 
to the dreary anaesthesia of the 
past years, , pain seemed dramatic 
and welcome. 

They moved to Montreal where 
they acquired a studio and a grey 
cat named Georges. It discouraged 
Janet somewhat to find that Paul 
was not the genius she had imag- 
ined him to be. Still, he was charm- 
ing and clever, and they were able 
to live on what he made from 
drawing advertisements and maga- 
zine illustrations. There was no 
cause for suffering. The dreaded 
younger woman never materialized. 
Plenty of them eyed Paul, but he 
only became more devoted to Janet. 
His devotion seemed to fill the 
small studio and sometimes she 



Christmas 1947 

By Leon Davicho 



At the time of the Little Entente, 
and much before that, southeastern 
Europeans liked to get dramatic, 
and used to cry with a beautiful 
Parisian accent: "Nous avons deux 
patries, la notre et la France." 
France was Europe's mother; the 
French Revolution was Europe's 
teacher and French culture was, no 
doubt, the one that inspired the 
culture of the Old Continent. 
Everyone celebrates at 1 cast one 
solemn occasion every year, with 
or without parties, depending on 
the age, the intelligence and the 
wealth of the celebrant. But, peo- 
ple all over the world, not just 
Eastern Europeans, avidly looked 
for another cause for celebration 
because it is really so nice to be 
able to celebrate. And there can 
be no hesitation: Christmas was 
chosen as the common birthday for 
all men. "Nous avons deux anni- 
versaires, le notre et celui de l'hu- 
manité", Christmas! 

And on one set date with histori- 
cal significance nil men celebrate 
their birthdays. It is just like a 
business executive meeting review- 
ing the activities of their outfit 
during the last fiscal year, only 
much, oh yes, much more solemn. 

On Christmas people will remain 
1 



Honorable Mention 



felt as though it were smothering 
her. 

It was shortly after the end of 
the war that the blow fell. Paul's 
cough became much worse and a 
specialist diagnosed that his once 
weak lungs had succumbed to con- 
sumption. He had to give up all 
his work, and the doctor advised 
Stc. Agathe. But they had not 
enough money and besides Paul 
could not bear to leave Janet. So 
they stayed in Montreal. They gave 
up the studio and moved to a 
dreary basement flat cast of St. 
Lawrence. The district was re- 
spectable but drab. Sometimes 
Janet felt that she would prefer It 
to be quite scarlet in color and na- 
ture. She was able to get a filing 
job which she hated and Paul sat 
around their bed-sitting room and 
painted wistful and tenuous water- 
colors. Later he was forced to stay 
in bed nearly all the time. Janet 
did not like nursing, but Paul was 
completely dependent on her. Ho, 
worshipped her and she felt guilty 
about leaving him even to go to 
work, though she had to admit to 
] herself that it was a relief. 

And so she went on, bound into 
her little circle of work and hick- 
room care. She became thin and her 
hair was turning grey. She formed 
no friendships at the office. It was 
impossible for her to sec people af- 
ter hours. Then suddenly it was 
December, and she was doing her 
Christmas shopping on her brief 
Saturday afternoons. She resented 
that too — the crowds, the waste of 
time and money. 

Wearily she rang the bell for her 
stop. It was cold on the street and 
she walked rapidly, her head duck- 
ed against the cast wind. Two 
French children ran by, laughing 
shrilly. With chilled hands she let 
herself into the small apartment. 

The room was grey with coming 
twilight. Dirty dishes left from 
breakfast were still on the little 
table in the corner. Georges, the 
cat, jumped purring from a chair. 
Janet picked him up and walked 
over to the bed where Paul lay. He 
was very still, and his defenceless, 
haggard youth would have touched 
her if anything could have. Quietly 
she stood looking down at him. The 
cat blended against her coat and 
they seemed to melt into the dull 
atmosphere. 

He looks as though he were dead, 
she thought dispassionately. I al- 
most wish he would die. He's sick 
and unhappy and if he did I'd be 
free. But even if I were free what 
difference would It make. Why 
does everything go flat. I wanted 
an education and I got Society. I 
wanted travel and I got a home. I 
wanted a lover and now all I have 
is a dependent sick child. 

Paul opened his eyes and his hot 
hand sought hers. He smiled too 
brilliantly. The smile and the 
feverish hands said, I've missed you, 
I love you, I need you! Janet re- 
pressed a shiver and forced • 
vivacious laugh. 

"Paul, how well you look. Oh 
darling, I found the most adorable 
little Christmas tree. It will look 
perfect right over there in that 
corner." (The End.) 
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in their homes if they have one. 
They will cat turkey, If they can 
afford it, and I am inclined to say 
that a lot of turkey will be eaten. 
Carefully hidden bottles of liquor 
will be annihilated by happy fam- 
ilies reunited for the occasion; an- 
tique families possessing a fireplace 
in their homes will no doubt make 
use of them and there will, as usual, 
not be enough chairs for everyone 
in spite of the adevrtiscmcnts of 
the Bench and Table Company giv- 
ing fair warning in advance. So the 
youngest as well as the gentlemen, 
who will still be sober enough to 
get up and give their seats to the 
ladies in the room, will sit or He on 
the carpets and harmonize in the 
general musical exuberance, usually 
featuring "Silent Night" and similar 
songs. As always there will be 
pleasant and unpleasant surprises. 
A child expecting a blcycle'from his 
daddy will probably find one of 
those "opportunity day's" plastic 
cars, good for nothing. Another ex- 
pecting nothing will find a bicycle. 
Others will know in advance what 
they will receive and will undoubt- 
edly do their best to look surprised 
and kiss their thoughtful parents 
on both cheeks. Guests will be 
warm in their jackets and women 
will curse the day the long skirt 
was reintroduced on "the market. 
As usual there will be several fires 
caused by burning Christmas trees, 
a few courageous deeds rewarded 
by breweries, a score of automobile, 
train and plane accidents, some 
touching story on one or two home- 
less families and enough collections 
to keep most members of Ladies' 
Auxiliary societies busy for weeks. 

Humanity will be celebrating its 
birthday and bells will ring in 
churches the world over . . . and 
solemn speeches will be given by 
people known to the world for one 
thing or another . . . and there will 
be snow in Canada . . . while in 
Argentina pepole will be cursing 
the "calor de infierno." 

People will be praying in all 
kinds of churches. Those who do 
not believe in attending services 
will praying In their own parti- 
cular way. The Idea is the same 
because most people being of the 
same species have the same pro- 
blems and very similar wishes. 

All this Is nice and touching. But, 
is it convincing? 

In many European countries in- 
stead of fireplaces and central heat- 
ing, the hot barrel of a gun will 
help to keep many pairs of hands 
warm. Tables will be empty and 
families will not be complete. 
Those people, the same people that 
have made it possible for others to 
enjoy a quiet and a pleasant 
Christmas elsewhere will be work- 
ing in factories in order to keep 
their countries supplied with coal 
and iron. Americans and Canadians 
will eat "Petit Beurres" made in 
England while Englishmen shiver 
in long queues in search of an ex- 
tra pound of bread or slice of roast 
beef. U.S. glamor girls will shock 
the prohibitionists by exhibiting 
the new brassieres created by some 
French believer in existentialism, 
while Frenchmen have the choice 
of buying one pair of shoes or a 
pair of pyjamas every six months 
or year. New York gourmets will 
consume Pilscn's beer in quantity. 
In the meantime Pilscners will be 
forced to drink water. Chinese 
silks will make a hit with Life ma- 
gazine regardless of the fact that 
those who produced them will not 
even have a shirt to wear. Those 
arc the contrasts and those are the 
problems of this Christmas. 

Let us celebrate Christmas by all 
means. Let us forgive our friends 
for insulting our wives for what is 
a wife compared to Christmas? But, 
let us not betray ourselves by sing- 
ing "Silent Night" and at the same 
time suggesting that this is the time 
to fight against those who only two 
years ago helped us to defeat those 
who wanted to start a new era 
marked by masacres, blood and 
hatred. 

Let us celebrate Christmas In a 
truly Christian way. 




> ! 




Maggie 
McGill 

Says . . . "there ii no plaff 
quite like Morgan's Ski Shop 
far action, after ikl clothes and 
accessories". 

And this it her choice for this 
season's skiing expeditions la, 
tha nprth countre-e. 



First Snow 



D. R. Ross, Com. 1 



Morocco and will breakfast with her 
escort at the Chicken Coop. She 
will also receive an orchid corsage 
with the compliments of* Louis 
Quinze. 



Tickets are available at the Union 
Tuck Shop or by contacting any 
member of the Arts and Science 
executive over the holidays. 



New Yacir's Party 

A queen of McGill for 1948 will 
be chosen at the Arts and Science 
New Year's Eve dance' to be held 
in the Union Ballroom with the 
Westernalrcs orchestra supplying 
the musical background., 

The beauty queen will afterwards 
have a table rcservad at the El 



Christmas Eve — P. 1 



People shifted as the ambulance arrived. When the grisly burden 
was loaded, the ambulance left in a splashing dazzle. Behind it 
trailed the plaintive wail of the siren. In its wake the policeman 
unsnarled the tangle of human forms and frantic automobiles. 

Yet In thy dark streets shineth 

The everlasting Light: 
The Indomitable gloom Tcturncd. The murky road, the patches 
of light, the silvery tree, the line of coats, all remained, wet shiver- 
ing and forlorn. A dark bloody stain slowly oozed, broader and 
broader, across the road's white centre line. The long awaited bus 
jolted to a standstill. Silently, one by one, each glistening coat stepped 
into the cheerful glow of the coach, each In turn.to become a living 
personality — a personality thrilled, awed and sickened by 1U close 
association with death on Christmas eve. The doors closed and the 
bus splashed out of sight. On the road, the dark patch seeped out and 
out, grew dimmer and dimmer, until finally it lost Itself in the 
gutter water. The rain fell harder now. Tired commuters, laden with 
gay Christmas parcels, scurried from the dripping darkness to form 
another line beneath the luminous tree. 

The hopes and fears of all the years 

Are met in thee to-nlghL 



^Smith-Corona 

Portable Typewriter 
CLIPPER 77 Rn 
MODEL * 

Complete With Case 



Wm. M. Hall & Co. Reg'd 




511 McGill 
Street 



MONTREAL 



MArquettt 
1295 



No Fintr 
Portable Typewriter 
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To Help You Choose 

Your Christmas Gifts 
For Him 




SHIRTS 

The Famous B.V.D. Moke 
Correct in Cut 
Comfortable Fit 
Colored 3.00 up 
White 3.55 



HOSE 

Wolsey English 1.50 pr. 
All wool unshrinkable 



PYJAMAS 

3.95 4.65 5.75 



GLOVES 

Fine Leather, Wool Lined 
English Gloves 
6.50 

Other Gloves 

4.50 pr. up 

WOOL GLOVES 

2.00 

SCARVES 

Silk and Wool 
2.00 to 5.00 



Blue Blazars 
Shop Early For Best Choice 

Mclaughlin and haurison 

Custom 7o//om ond Clothien 

1461 McGill College Ave. 



Embroidered light weight poplin 
jacket imported from Switzer- 
land ... in white, black, blut 
ond red . . . water repellent 
and wind resistant . . . jacket 
. • . 25.00 . . . slacks, gabar- 
dine, reinforced walit to kiep 
ski shirt from slipping out . , . 
navy and grey , . . 22.50. 

\ 




Ij£ u x%^£ ,v '' v -**' •'/ ■'• ■ f, >vj 

REPAIRED 



WHiLE-U-WJUT 

•>.-..:.•. ...... • • v 

MOjte ajÉBt^: £ jg/\ •• 

i H 9 i 



-IN 

you ft OkO 1 

LIBERAL ALLOWANCE 
OH THE PURCHASE Ofr NEW PEJtëj 

1440Monsf ield, Sfc 

n&aA. StCa.tKerin.e . 



20% DISCOUNT TO STUDENTS 




HER TOW MITTS . leother 
and gabardine. Wonderful ld*a 
for Christmas Gift . . . pair 3.50 
Morgan's Ski Shop, 
Second Floor 




HER PYJAMAS . . . worm Inter 
locking English make pyjamas 
. . . marvelous for cold nights 

up north . . . pair 6.00 
Morgon's Lingerie, Second Floor 




HER SKIN PROTECTORS . . . 

are Elizabeth Arden, Sun Jelly, 
promotes a tan . . . tube 1.65 
Antoine (Morgan exclusive) 
Ski Creom . . . also excellent 
used as a foundation . . . . 
jor 3.75 

Morgan's Cosmetics, 
Moin Floor 

HENRY MORGAN 
& CO. LIMITED 

YOU ARE SURE OF THE 
QUALITY AT MORGAN'S 



WonfrcaT, TKurs'ffay, December IS, 1917 
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Harvard Puck. Squad Meets Redmen Friday 



Crimson to Show 
Tallest Net-minder 
In Hockey at Forum 

Boston Mass.— (Special to The Daily)— The hip Crimson 
machine of old Harvard entrained today for the first leg of n 
sweeping exhibition tour that will tnke them as far afield as 
Montreal and Colorado. The players were in fine spirit* and were 
looking forward to the oddyssey with great enthusiasm. 
Toughest part of the whole* 



trip is expected to he the open- 
ing game against the McGill 
Rcdmcn at the Forum tomorrow 
night. Never having seen the 
Canndinns .in action, the Har- 
vards were loathe to venture any 
opinions, but Coach Johnny 
(Chase did have a few words to 
pay: "I know they're good, he 
paid, "but then, so arc we. We 
might not beat them but they'll 
know they've been in a real 
game." 

CÂ1MSON HOPES 
Mainstay ol the Crimson hopes is 
«Long John Lavcllc, six feet four 
■Inches of llghlnlns - like goalie. 
'.John h;is been playing sensational 



HARVARD HOCKEY CAME 
Students expecting to at- 
tend the Harvard game on 
Friday arc reminded that 
student coupons wilt not he 
honored at the Forum. Stu- 
dent tickets will he on sale 
at (he Athletics Office Tliuri- 
day 12 to 4 and Friday » to 
12 for 25 cents plus student 
coupon. 



hockey for the bcantownors, and is 
rated as one of the best in the busi- 
ness. With a rather weak defence 
corps in front of him Lavcllc has 
had his work cut out for him and 
^tactically singlehandcd beat a 
powerful Holy Cross team by 4-3. 
He was less fortunate against Bos- 
ton University, losing 8-2- 

Up front the top attacking unites 
the Roebuck Scars, Bob Key and 
Alter Crocker trio, with the line of 
S. Moscly, Sheldon Huntingdon 
and R. Abbott expected to carry 
tllie rest of the load. This sextet 
sre all speed artists and should go 
well on the fast Forum freeze. 

FOREIGN NEWS 
Latest reports from the McGill 
camp have it that Coach Dave 
Campbell expects t o ice the same 
team as caused such a furor by 

pasting the RCAF Olympic entry 



last week-end. Possible additions to 
the lineup will be Junior Ross Par- 
sons and Intermediate Jo-Jo 
Smythc. Dick Curric will likely see 
action in the nets. 

• 

Intermediates 
Open Hockey 
Season Tonite 

IÏV STARK RAVINGMAD. 

McGHI'a intermediate puck- 
chasers raise the curtain on their 
47-48 hockey season tonight when 
they meet Carlcton College at the 
Ottawa Auditorium. In the second 
game of a doublchcader Ottawa 
St. Pat's will clash with Ottawa 
University. 

LONG GRIND 

It's the beginning of a long grind 
for the Rcdmcn who are competing 
in two leagues this year. One cir- 
cuit is composed of St. Pat's, Ottawa 
U.. Carlcton College, Queens, Loyola 
and McGill. In the other loop arc 
Bishops. MacDonald College. 
Sir George Williams, Dawson and 
the Red and White. 

Coach Ross Hutchings has molded 
a strong squad made up of five 
veteran players and 12 newcomers. 
Returning from last year's team 
arc Tom Bridal. Jo-Jo Smythc, 
Malonc, Read and O'Toole. 

14 TO OTTAWA 

Fourteen men will make the trip 
to Ottawa tonite. Johnny Vincclli, 
former senior puckster, will not be 
among them. "Red" Kert will man 
the nets with Bridal. Smythc, 
Kimbcrly and Jack Hcnncssy do- 
ing the blocking on the blue-line. 

Up front Hutchings Is set with 
three complete forward lines. 
"Dashing Don" Bussicrc will cen- 
tre George Peacock and Charley 
Lafontaine on the number one trio. 
Rocky Robillard and O'Brien flank 
Al Kemp on a second trio, with 
Read, Carreau and Malonc form- 
ing the other line. 



In Pacific Islands, birds arc 
much more numerous than mam- 
mals, 



BOOKS 

The Most Acceptable Christmas Gifts 

We Suggest that you see our large selection 
of books suitable for every taste. 



Ask for our 44 page illustrated catalogue 



The Poole Bookstore 

2055 McGill College Avenue 



Central Y Beats 
Senior Cagers 
As Inters Win 



The McGill cage crew continues 
their exhibition series against top- 
notch American teams Saturday 
night playing host to the Middle- 
bury University squad. Game time 
is set for 8.00 p.m. sharp. 

No matter which way you look 
at this tilt all arrows point to a nip 
and tuck battle all the way. Two 
years ago our team won by a nar- 
row margin In our own hunting 
grounds. Last season Middlebury 
earned the decision by a 52-36 
count. This score Is in no way In- 
dicative of the actual play, how- 
ever, when one considers the num- 
ber of lay-up shots McGill missed. 
Anyone who has seen our team 
play this semester will have to 
agree that under the guidance of 
Howie Ryan and with plenty of 
competition under their belts 
there's nothing lacking as far as 
our team's shooting accuracy is 
concerned. 

OUR BOYS 

To match any individual stars 
they may produce we offer Davi- 
don, Bloom, Roth (The "Chicken 
Line") ct al. AH the players on 
this squad have definitely won 
their spurs and will make their 
presence felt in any league. 

"Flip" Flewclling will again 
team up with "Battlin"' Bud Fra- 
ser as the first string McGill de- 
fenders. Also making his presence 
felt will be Blond Bobby Duford, 
while Atkln, Wilson, and Hodge 

may see action. 

i 

DANCE 

Following the game, there will 
be a dance In the gymnasium. 

McGill dropped into second place 
in the Senior Montreal Basketball 
League last night as they lost a 
hard fought battle to the Central 

Y team, 47-43. Earlier in the eve- 
ning the Intermediates by beating 
Southwestern Y, 40-28 and the 
Juniors by defeating North Branch 

Y 64-81 upheld the Red honour. 

WE LOST 

In the Senior game it was a see- 
saw battle all the way until the 
"Dominoes" forged Into a five- 
point lead with only three minutes 
left to play. Fh>m then till the end 
of the game Y managed to hold the 
Reds to a single score. Star of the 
evening was big "Red" Wilson 
whose nineteen points accounted 
for nearly half the Centrals total 
and McGill's Bobby Duford, high 
man for the Rcdmcn with fifteen. 

The -loss was the fifth loss In a 
row for the Ryanmcn. The only 
bright spot of the night was Du- 
ford's return to form, promising 
better things for the Red team in 
the new year. 



. DAILY CHRISTMAS 
PARTY TONIGHT 

The annual Dally Christmas 
Party will be held tonight In 
the Grill Room of the Union. 
All reporters and their assist- 
ants (the editors') are invited 
to attend. It is a tradition that 
everyone brings a gift to be 
put under the tree. These arc 
then distributed to those pres- 
ent. Gifts should not cost 
more than about twenty-five 
cents. 



Med. SEC 




J. FYFE MacDONALD (above), 
was appointed Representative of 
the Faculty of Medicine to the 
Students' Executive Council when 
he defeated Gil Rosenberg in yes- 
terday's election. This was the 
second election held for this post 
as the last election was not an offi- 
cial one. MacDonald polled 341 
votes to Rosenberg's 127. John H. 
Reed and John S. Wilson were also 
elected to the Scarlet Key at the 
same time. 



McGill has Deficit 
Of $948,786 Due 
To Vet Enrollment 



Staff of Daily 
Will Celebrate 
Xmas Tonight 

Members of the staff of the Mc- 
Gill Daily, over-worked in the first 
term, will be given the opportunity 
to relax their weary minds tonight 
at the annual Christmas party spon- 
sored by The Daily managing board 
in the Grill Room of the McGill 
Union. 

Beginning at 7.30 p.m., the party 
will have all the ingredients of a 
newspaperman's "good time". Not 
to be anti-climatic, let it be said 
here and now that drinks will be 
supplied by the Coca-Cola Com- 
pany. Food will take the form of 
"hot-dogs." 

A traditional fenuire of The 
Daily parties is the presentation 
of skits by each of the depart- 
ments: News, Features and Sport 
and Dawson. Prizes are awarded 
to the best effort, if any. Dancing 
will follow the skits. 

The only snag to the whole af- 
fair is the admission. There is no 
monetary fee, but staff members 
are required to have with them a 
small wrapped gift, not exceeding 
25 cents In value, and labelled 
with the name of the one for whom 
the gift Is intended. Dawson "work- 
ers" will also be present. 



Dance Follows Hockey 
Game Tomorrow 

An informal dance will be held 
tomorrow night in the Gym follow- 
ing the Harvard-McGill hockey 
game at the Forum beginning at 9 
o'clock. 

Buses will be provided at the 
Forum to provide transportation to 
the event which will feature Stash 
Stanway and his orchestra. Tickets 
are priced at .75c a person, stag or 
drag, and arc available in the build 
ing tomorrow or at the door. 

Besides the dancing the Red and 
White Society Is to organize carol 
singing and prizes will be awarded 
to the holders of certain tickets 
which will be found in balloons. 



James' Report States No 
Qualified Vet Turned Away 

Although the university, received the largest income in its 
history, $4,676,139, for the fiscal year "ending May 31, 1947, its 
expenditures amounted to $5,624,925 thus causing a deficit of 
$948,786 it was announced yesterday by Principal F. Cyril 
James in his annual report. 

Emphasizing the fact that the* 
university has undergone and is 
undergoing a severe financial 
strain due to the large number of 
veterans enrolled, Dr. James an- 
nounced that the university ex- 
pected a contribution from the De- 
partment of Veterans' Affairs with- 
in the next few weeks which would 
help offset the large deficit. 

The Principal maintained that 
no qualified veteran has been re- 
fused admission to McGill— except 
in the faculty of Medicine— and 
that the Board of Governors at the 
beginning of the session passed a 
budget which foresaw a large 
deficit so that the university might 
accept all qualified applicants. 

He went on to point out that 
other universities have received 
financial assistance from their pro- 
vincial governments for the part 
they played in veteran rehabilita- 
tion, but said that McGill, as- a 
private Institution, had no right 
to expect such financial aid. McGill 
carefully guarded its purse over the 
war years In order to meet the 
current challenge. 

In the breakdown of «figures It 
was shown that 8,239 students tak- 
ing courses leading to diplomas 
and degrees payed $2,108,570 in fees; 
that $1,120,131 was received from 
students for board and residence 
and' that $849,903 was received as 
interest on total endowments worth 
$26,000,000. 

More than one 'civilian' student 
out of every ten was aided financ- 
ially by a scholarship during the 
past session the report continues. 
The aggregate amount of grants 
awarded by McGill and by outside 
sources was $93,903 and when added 
to the financial assistance awarded 
In the faculty of Graduate Studies 
and Research the total is nearly a 
quarter of a million dollars. ' 

In closing Dr. James claimed that 
the best answer to the current 
educational challenge is expansion, 
but the extent to which McGill can 
expand depends upon the amount 
of the financial resources it re- 
ceives from outside sources. 



Vet Society 
Meets Today 
In Ballroom 



The results of the first 400 
veterans' questionnaires and the 
election of delegates to this year's 
Toronto conference of the National 
Council of Student Veterans will 
form the main topics of discussion 
at a meeting of the McGill Student 
■Veterans' Society to be held in the 
Union Ballroom at 5 p.m. today. 

Convening at Toronto, Dec. 27-29. 
student 'veterans delegates from 
many Canadian universities will 
discuss financial, housing and 
other problems. 

So that this University's delega- 
tion shall be fully armed with the 
local statistical picture, a compre- 
hensive questionnaire has recently 
been circulated by the Society to 
all veterans on this campus. The 
replies so far received have been 
coded and punched on cards, 
through the courtesy of the Uni- 
versity In making available Its 
electrical statistical equipment, so 
that many sub-groupings of figures 
will thus be rapidly obtainable for 
interested parties.. 

In order that the most interest- 
ing answers possible on these and 
other mutters may be provided, 
the executive ask that those in- 
tending to ask specific questions at 
the meeting, will If possible, sub- 



mit them in writing to the Union 
Tuck-Shop before 1 p.m. today. 



THE CHURCH OF ST. 
ANDREW and ST. PAUL 

Shtrbrookt and Redpath street 
CHRISTMAS SUNDAY 
At/n/iftf; 
Reverend R. J. Barils, B.A., B.D. 

1 1 :00 A.M.— "ESCAPE TO CHRIST- 
MAS." 

1 1 :00 A.M.— Church School— White 
Gift Service. 

7.30 P.M.— A CHRISTMAS CAN- 
TATA. "THE MYSTERY OF 
BETHLEHEM." 

Organist and Chair Director! 
Kenneth M«ek, B.Mui., L. Mut. 

MeGILL STUDENTS CORDIALLY 
WELCOMED 



HILLSIDE GUEST HOUSE 

ST. SAUVEUR 
FOOT HILL 70 



Better class accommodation 
available. Xmas reservation 
now. References. 

RATES: $4.50 daily. 

Write or phone 
ST. ADELE 622— Rl 4 




MONTREAL'S LEADING COAL MERCHANTS 

FARQUHAR ROBERTSON 

LIMITED 

614 ST. JAMES STREET W.— MArquctte 7511* 



Wishing You All 
A Right Merry Xmas 
and 

the Best of Luck 
in the 
New Year 
from 

Powter's Prompt Cr 
Punctual Printery 
Ltd. 



Ready-to-Wear and Madc-to-Measure 

BLAZERS 

For the For the 

MEN LADIES 



Imported English Navy 
Blue flannel, single and 
D.B. style!, regulars and 
talis, 36 to 44. Crest in- 
cluded 



Year - round sport, style 
and comfort, all in one. 
Scarlet English serge with 
white trim, 12 to 18. Crest 
included 



$15.00 aSIJ.OO 

Buy Now for Christmas 




WEAR THEM . . . COMPARE THEM 



V liMITID 



H47 MeGILL COLLEGE AVENUE, MONTREAL . PLATEAU «909 
LES. WEINER AL VINEBERC 




MeGILL 




SING 



CHORAL S O C I E T Y 

p r e § e ii t § 

AT CHRISTMAS" 




THE SIR ARTHUR CURRIE GYMNASIUM 



THURSDAY DECEMBER 18 



RED AND WHITE SOCIETY 



..V 



CHRISTMAS INFORMAL 



Stash Stamvay's Orchestra 



Tickets 75c Per Person 



Special Buses From Forum for Those Attending Hockey Game 



\ 



CURRIE GYMNASIUM - FRIDAY, DECEMBER 1 9th - 9 p.m. to 1.30 a.m. — PRIZES — CAROL SINGING 
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McGILL D'A FLY 



Montreal, Thursday. December 18, 1047 



Th e CH AIGVILLE GAZETTE 



Inside Dawson | 

. . . with Bob Perry $ 



The rebirth of interest in classic 
literature at Dawson due to the 
proximity of the English exam was 
Indeed magnificent. Eager little 
hands thumbed madly through 
musty tomes of Elizabethan lyrics, 
and volumes of Shakespeare, un- 
used since last Spring, again saw 
the light of day. Boyle's Law was 
repealed, for Herrick. Donne and 
Jonson were in power. It was in the 
midst of all this literary turmoil that 
1 saw the strangely dressed, bearded 
gentleman standing outside Dawson 
Hall. His appearance was of such a 
ludicrous nature that I immediately 
suspected him of being a new fa- 
culty member . ■ . thus the following 
interview: 

Perry: Sir. I represent the edit- 
orial might of the McGill Daily. It 
is my duty to warn you that any- 
thing you say may be used against 
you. Now . . . your name, please? 

Stranger: My name, audacious 
youth, is one all covered with sweet 
glory and old sack. 'Tis. young wag. 
Falstaff, Sir John Falstaff. 

Perry: Why, Sir John, what arc 
you doing here at Dawson? 

Falstaff: Upon my oath, 'twas 
the spirit of revelry and good cheer 
that rummoned me from oblivion 
unto this paradise. Ne'er since the 
days of mine own prime has such 
a merry throng been assembled. 
Yea. and the sounds and sights per- 
ceived in yon St. Johns do well re- 
produce Eastcheap for my parched 
spirit. 

Perry: I'm glid you approve of 
the Dawson way of life, Sir John. 
There are some you know who call 
us dninken rowdies and most un- 
gentlemanly persons. i 

Falstaff: A plague upon them. 
Such types were even in past days 
when I was wont to frequent the 
Boar's Head, t remember full clear 
that bar-maid, a; buxom a wench 
as ever. . . 

Perry: Of course, Sir John, of 
course, but tell me more of your 
impressions of Dawson. 

Falstaff: 

A most amazing place, this 

Dawson camp. 
Bight brimming with hail lads 

and true, 



With "horn the mugs of froth- 
topped ale doth sit 

As well as water. . 

Fell Alchemists their thrice 
accursed art perform, ' 

Changing base dandelions and 
sundry worthless things 

To wine and drink that inspir- 
ed! obligation in the god.<>. 

Foul smells and smoke do infect 
the place on cv'ry wind. 

But far the foulest is the stench 
that riscth 

From yon edifice emblazoned 
•Dimnc Hall'; 

II dot h sicken e'en my hardy, 
ill-used gut. 

I note, young rogue, that many 
a scared vet 

Has wived and brought his 
spouse to Merry Dawson: 

As sweet and comely a bunch 
of daisies has scarce 

Been picked. 

Zounds, the hour grows laic. 
I must away. 

May gond cheer and ale your 
enlightened spirits fill. 

I'm off to heckle a tcmp'rance 
meeting at Old McGill. 
nirds and Bees Department 

A mother took her little girl, 
aged eight, to a certain motion- 
picture theatre downtown. Soon 
after they were seated, Bogart dnri 
Bacall went into one of their fa- 
mous clinches. The child sat pa- 
tiently through the first two 
minutes of it, but after the second 
two she turned to her parent and 
said: "Mummy, is this where he 
puts the pollen on her?" 

Dear Santa Claus: 

We have not been happy here at 
Dawson this year. My friend.- have 
asked me to write this short letter 
to you asking for a few Christmas 
presents. 

Please Santa, send us a new mess- 
hall, the one wc have now isn't any 
good at all. If you can't send us a 
whole new outfit we really would 
appreciate a few hundred new cups 
so wc could have cold milk. 

Another thing, please be good 
to the librarian this year, so we 
can smoke again in the library. 

My friends and I thank you. . . . 
Cordially. 
MEBVIN BLOOP. Eng. I. 



Famous 



Towns 

by McFlannigan I 



iFamotts Towns. The first and 
Inst in a series of articles about 
places better left untold of.) 
ST. JOHNS 

St. Johns, that beautiful metro- 
polis on the banks of the smoothly 
flowing Bichelieu river, is the vic- 
tim of this article about prominent 
Canadian whistle stops. St. Johns 
is a well-known town to travellers. 
Tourists from the States always 
stop off in this thriving city in 
order to replenish their almost 
empty gas tanks. But St. Johns is 
also known to train and bus travel- 
ler, for when a Montreal bound 
train goes speeding by the city 
hall, all the passengers immediately 
start getting ready to leave the 
train, for the town of St. Johns 
acts as a beacon telling the weary 
traveler that he is only 25 miles 
from Montreal. 

But enough of sentimentality and 
reminiscing. Let us get down to 
facts. Statistics and more statistics 
will tell you much more than you 
ever cared to know about St. Johns. 



St. Johns is a manufacturing 
town. Sewing machines and other 
products are shipped out in ex- 
change for the products of many 
and varied breweries, all of which 
are eagerly consumed by the mul- 
titude of sinners who dwell in and 
around St. Johns. For if any build- 
ing in St. Johns is joined by a wavy 
line to any other edifice, then one 
of the two structures is a Tavern 
of a Hotel. 

The town is also well known as 
the village which consumes the 
most Bromo-Scltzers per capita per 
year, the largest number being 
taken between 8 and 11 in the 
morning. As a result of the atmos- 
phere of St. Johns is 49 per cent fizz 
and a possible V2 per cent Oxygen. 
The remaining 50>i per cent • is 
mainly smoke with a little soot 
mixed in. St. Johns is the only place 
in the world where the sun never 
shines and the ceiling is minus 250 
feet. 

St. Johns is noted for its clinactic 
climate. It snows and rains spon- 
taneously and at sporadic intervals 



OLD McGILL 1947 

Please pick up your 
copy at The Union 




man's holiday with all expenses 
paid. This would be a Christmas to 
remember and something to really 
write home about. 
With all this happiness and gaiety 
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oozing from all corners a little man 
sat in a corner of the last bus with 
a smile on his lips but tears in his 
eyes. You had to look closely to 
perceive that he seemed to be in a 
red suit trimmed in white fur with 
fat rosy checks and a chin that was 



covered with a huge white beard, 
and his .immense body shook with 
the laughter of n Merry Christina* 
to all and to everyone a Happy New 
Year. 



Christmas at Home 



Boil well that bird, oh Mother dear,. 

Now cover it up with clover, 

Water the soup until it is clear, 

The milk you must warm over. 

Peel not the potatoes, no, none of that, 

Steam those carrots longer, 

No meat for me please, just the fat, 

And brew the coffee stronger. 

I ail not, no oh have no fear, 

'Tis mere respect for my constitution, 

I'll eat. the same throughout the year, 

I'll accept no substitution. 

No Christmas at home shall queer the do, 

And put me off old Dawson stew. 

C. J. Quince. 

A Day's Work 

■ • 



Thr train ran noiselessly through 
the night. The only hint it gave of 
■jits approach to a town was a low 
moan like that of a ghost in tor- 
ment. Inside the last pullman car, 
all was quiet, but all were not 
asleep for a light still showed from 
under the door of roomette B. 

Pacing up and down the small 
confines of his bedroom for the 
night was a slightly built man of 
some fifty years. His bird-like coun- 
tenance was drawn with an expres- 
sion that could be cither fear or ex- 
treme weariness, but his eyes be- 
spoke a sadness that would have 
brought the toughest man to tears. 
Tills trip was necessary for he was 
on his way to bury the last member 
of his family, his only son. 

Suddenly the train pulled up to a 
grinding halt that almost threw 
J. P. Barnes, for that was his name, 
off his feet. With an anxious rush, 
he threw up the sash to find the 
reason of this sudden stop. The only 
tiling he could sec was the black 
night with a few brave stars 
twinkling merrily in the sky. He 
heard urgent footsteps in the corri- 
dor, and pouncing nimbly over to 
the door, he caught a glimpse of the 
conductor going through the door 
at the end of the car. He stopped 
the porter as he too came down the 



the weather is nice, then it is the 
usual murky days they have during 
the summer season. However a pos- 
sible remedy has been suggested to 
the hamlet council. According to the 
plan the town would be sold to 
some worthy junkman and the 
population would move to Toronto. 
No action has resulted from this 
plan, except for a minor incident 
when the promoter of the plan was 
thrown into the Richelieu. 

St. Johns may best be summed up 
in its courageous motto: "No loiter- 
ing in the streets." 



by Clark Newton 

Inne pursuing the conductor. With 
his brow drawn more than ever, ho 
squeaked, "What is the matter? 
Where arc wc?" 

"Just out side of St. Johns on the 
other side of Montreal. As to what 
is the matter. I am going to find 
out now. myself," replied the port- 
er, and off he ran without another 
word. 

Slowly closing the door of the 
room. J. P. waited nervously for 
the answer to his inquiries. They 
weren't to long with the answer 
but each second felt like an hour 
the way they seemed to creep 
along. 

A polite rap startled him out of 
his reverie. "Who is it?" he asked. 
"The porter, sir." 
"Come in!" 

"I'm sorry sir but I'm afraid that 
wc will be stuck here for a couple 
hours at the least. It seems that a 
car was stalled on the tracks and 
before he could get help the car 
was frozen to the tracks. In trying 
to pry it loose, the driver pulled 
up a section of the tracks and it 
will take some time for the people 
to repair them." 

"Oh. thank you. porter." 

Without another thought the man 
turned into the room and taking 
only a case filled with toilet arti- 
cles, his overcoat and hat and with- 
out closing his door he walked out 
into the aisle and oiit_ the nearest 
door and stepped down to the icy 
ground. He walked quickly toward 
lights that sparkled faintly ahead. 
He inquired in the station where 
was the nearest and best hotel and 
proceeded there 

Leaving his "toilet kit at the hotel, 
he went on a tour of the town. He 
boarded a bus marked Dawson Col- 
lege, and when he arrived he found 
no one walking around for this was 
Christmas Day and all who could 



leave the place had gone and the 
few who remained were in bed. 

Sitting in the guard house and 
thinking of what the poor fellows 
who remained here must be think- 
ing about. J. P. decided this was his 
chance to cheer not only himself up 
but those who had remained on the 
campus also. His methodical mind 
began to click. He had neither the 
build nor the looks for a Santa 
Claus but since the giving of joy 
and presents was not confined to 
jolly, white bearded and red dressed 
men. he could do his part as he was. 

With wild gales of laughter and 
much shouting of Merry Christmas 
three hastily recruited busses made 
their way towards Montreal. Three 
busloads of men were on a business 



FOR SALE 

TAIL COAT 

and 

TUXEDO COAT 

With matching trousers 
SIZE 36 

Phone: 

AT. 5392 



RADIOS «29-50 

A few high grade mantel 
radios available to stu- 
dents at a special low 
price. American sample 
shipment before the ex- 
port ban. — Sec G. Meek, 
Eng. IV, Apt. 201, 385 
Milton Street 

DE 7601, 1-2 p.m., or 
evenings 



Why Rent a Typewriter 
When You Can Purchase 

A ROYAL PORTABLE 
TYPEWRITER 

For$5.71 a Month 




with any technical keyboard 

Tests prove thot, with o typewriter, 
students do more work — better 
work. 

Phone 

Biltritc Office Equipment 
878 Notre Dame W. 1 
MA. 7455 




EXPORT 

CANADA'S FINEST 
CIGARETTE 
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in your hands 




Ask for it either way . . . both 
COCA-COLA LTD. MONTREAL ... ,i ■ 

trade-marks mean the same thing. 
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ARTS & SCIENCE 

NEW YEAR'S EVE PARTY 



Westcrnaircs Orchestra 

McGILL UNION 10 P.M. — 3 A.M. 

Tickets $5 Couple 

Coll Ros Cohen — CR 1229 



Dancing 
Supper / 
Noiscmakcrs 



TO CHRISTMAS SHOPPERS ... 

fiéeaég avoid 

"Rush Hours" 

Those who go to business each day must travel 
during "rush hours." You can greatly help 
these workers by not riding during those hours. 

In planning your Christmas Shopping 
do not use our services before 
0.30 a.m. or between 4.30 and 

6.30 p.m. ' 

MONTREAL TRAMWAYS COMPANY 

on behalf of over one million passengers per day 
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